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"Working on
your birthday?" Beth asked.

"I know. I was
hoping being self employed would mean I could take days off when I
wanted." Yvonne said, with a sigh. "But, well, Tony wants to run
some visuals past me, and he says they'll look best laid out on a
big table. Sounds silly to me, but here I am."

"And all dressed
up, I see."

"Well, he did
promise me a fancy meal afterwards. So I put on a nice sexy dress."
And the very skimpy underwear he got me, she didn't add. They could
have some fun in the car on the way home from the meal.

"Tony called ahead
and booked you meeting room two. There's almost no-one else in the
building. They've all decided to go home early. Head on up."

Both the meeting
rooms were on the top floor of the building. The other three floors
were filled with short term offices, used by other self employed
people and small companies that only needed them occasionally.
Yvonne and her husband had used the offices regularly and not only
improved their productivity, but made several useful connections,
both professional and personal. Beth was both, but they tried to
keep their conversations professional when they were in the
building she owned and managed.

Meeting Room two
was large and open, with light wood flooring and a window that
dominated the whole of one wall. The main item of furniture was a
grand oval meeting table in the middle of the floor, surrounded by
matching chairs. Yvonne put her bag on the table, then went to
stand by the window.

The window
overlooked a small park, beyond which was another, more mundane,
office building. Yvonne watched the late afternoon traffic of
office workers escaping early with a little smile. She and Tony had
been like that, once, before leaving to start their own business.
Ironically, they now worked more hours than they had before, but
they wouldn't go back if they could help it.

The door opened,
and Yvonne turned at the sound. The man striding toward her wasn't
her husband, but a stringy, tightly muscled chap wearing shorts and
a tight, long sleeved top. He was opening the large satchel slung
over his shoulder. His face looked familiar, but Yvonne was more
interested in checking him out physically. She did like a cyclist's
body, all that lean definition and tight buttocks. He smiled at her
and pulled three envelopes from his bag.

"I've got a
delivery for you." the cycle courier said, handing over one of the
smaller envelopes.

This was
unexpected, but not entirely unexpected. Tony did like to spring
surprises to mark birthdays and anniversaries. At least she was
dressed up for whatever he had planned. Conscious that the courier
was watching her with an uncommon interest, Yvonne tore open the
envelope and pulled a card out of it.

The writing on the
card was in her husband's distinctive sharp script.

'The
courier is in The Gang. Give him your knickers and he'll tell you
how to get them back. T.'


Yvonne looked up
sharply at the courier, who was trying to look disinterested and
not smile. Now she remembered where she had seen him before. She
and Tony had received their invitation to the website dedicated to
arranging gang bangs and orgies but, she thought, not taken
advantage of it yet. Obviously, Tony had used it when she wasn't
around so that he could organise a birthday surprise for her.
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